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ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMAN: 



iMs l^inrts anii l^nstimfs. 



TuE English country gentleman 1 sing, 
His sports, his pastimeS) from the earliest spring 
To the last close of the revolving year ; 
A various nor unpleasing course to steer, 
Various as his, who some fair river winds 
And every reach successive changes finds j 
For not alone by flood, or field, the chase. 
But rural labours in my theme have place ; 
And higher joys the sportsman's game bestows 
Spning from the stubble of a field he sows. 
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A keener relish still his sports command 

In glades he open'd^ and in walks be plann'd. 

Now is the time, to prove old proverbs right, 

When the cold strengthens with th' increasing light, 

When Christmas wreaths, though grown less fresh and fair. 

At breakfast still we joy to see them there ! 

Of hound and horn the frost forbids the use 

And reynard wonders at the unwonted truce ; 

But not the gun yields to th* inclement skies, 

Not all debarred its healthful exercise ! 

The woodcock soon the wintiy change perceives 

And upland woods for warmer covert leaves, 
There with the pheasant shares the loud alarm 

And to the battue lends a wilder charm. 

Through eager haste the first quick volley marr'd 

Some cooler hand secures the stranger bird ; 

Of genial banter hence a store laid up. 

And fresh enjoyment o'er the festive cup. 

This morn perchance, no certain game in view, 

You stroll for pastime forth an hour or two ; 

The next, at dawn, if youthful ardour lead. 

With stealthy step along the brook proceed, 
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The brook, that sounding through the frosty night 

Arrests afar the roving wild-fowrs flight. 

And say 1 what triumph, home-retuni'd to take 

Forth from huge pooket the resplendent drake, 

Or delicate teal, or widgeon's painted crest, 

And shame the sluggards that preferr'd their rest ; 

Then the broil'd rasher has no common charms. 

Or the streak'd sirloin owns your vigorous arms. 

Nor seldom now amid the matted sedge 

The hare is found, close to the water's edge. 

Or in the narrow trench that late convey'd 

The sluice-adjusted stream her form is made ; 

The crouching back just level with the ground. 

The wakeful eyes intent on all around ; 

Oft, as the circuit of the farm you ride. 

Forth spring the eager greyhounds from your side, 

By many a turn prolong the dubious course 

And with an easy gallop breathe your horse ; 

Well-pleased yourself in that familiar place 

If back return the disappointed chase, 

And puss in cover lodged her safe retreat 

Some future morning to renew the feat. 
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Poor puss ! it grieves one for her many foes, 
Whole days she sits amid the cheerless snows 
Waiting in patient wonder till the rain 
Bring back her old accustom*d world again ; 
Too oft by hunger forced at length to stray 
Her mazy steps they but the more betray ! 
And once by Cerdin,* I was told, a swain 
Ean down the last in all that bleak domain, 
For days defeated, yet again he tried. 
His thirst for blood it would not be denied, 
Till tlio poor victim of this strange pursuit 
Sank down o'ermatch'd before the master brute. 

Now rabbit-shooting in attraction grows 
As nobler sports are drawing to their close ; 
For these, the hollow stub, the hedge-row try, 
The hollow stub besieged by frantic cry 
Of nimble pack minute ; anon, to aid. 
The ferret with its subterranean raid, 



* "Cerdin," a mountain stream, properly Nant y cherdin, or the 
brook of the service tree; it falls into the Irvon on the North below 
Pontrhydvere bridge. The first letter of this word is pronounced 
as a K. 
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And like to mariners who Scylla shun 

Charybdis meets them in your practised gun. 

No other game a quicker hand requires 

No pastime less by repetition tires ; 

The pheasant oft when fluttering on the ground 

Gives to the anxious owner's heart a wound, 

While penal fees the keeper's palm must touch 

For rules neglected, and a hen too much ; 

But these, with every shot, your aim if sure 

Some young plantation renders more secure. 

Or favourite field your care has help'd to dress 

Exposed of nights to one marauder less; 

Thus double satisfaction fills the mind. 

Amusement and utility combined. 

But dallying all too long the Muse has staid 

With what at best were an ungentle trade! 

And oft, when wandering lone in woodland bower. 

For sportsmen whilom have their pensive hour. 

The thought has come; it greater joy might give 

Could all wild creatures be allow'd to live ! 
Till the first riddled fence, or ruin'd tree, 
Revives again the old hostility. 

B 
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And hark the woodward calls ! revolving round 
The busy grindstone gives its warning sound ; 
To thin the larch prepared each workman stands, 
The bright axe gleaming in his sinewy hands, 
To walk before and due selection make 
This easier province to yourself you take; 
Those that have branch-less grown, or shaped awry 
Offend each spiral rank's fair symmetry, 
With all by nibbling tooth of squirrel peePd 
And so decay'd, are for removal seal'd. 
With frequent strokes the echoing woods resound 
And countless numbers soon bestrew the ground. 
Like some vast battle-field the grove appears 
Where chiefs are bow'd beneath the clashing spears, 
Then lopp'd, and ranged in six foot lengths or so, 
To aid the collier in his task they go; 
And coal is but a vegetable mould. 
So the new forest helps to raise the old. 

To prune young trees, of all the rural tasks 
Not least engaging, now the season asks ; 
If with the leader some tall shoot contends 
Your saw full soon th' ambitious struggle ends, 



THE ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 1 1 

While its companion knife the edges round 

Plays with light touch, and smooths away the wound ; 

But here let caution's whisper still be heard 

One half the work for coming years deferred, 

Thus shall the plant its gradual loss repair 

And shapely stems the silvan dome uprear. 

Oft too in thickets where the stranger's eye 

Had but beheld a worthless vacancy, 

Your casual glance amid the briery screen 

Some infant scion of the woods has seen, 

A captive now, but with your aiding hand 

Its leafy honours overspread the land : 

Nor less your glance some fine old veteran takes 

Lopp*d by unthrifty hind for hedge-row stakes. 

Vile snags a record of the deed remain 

Convenient conduits to admit the rain, 

And thus by artificial sure disease 

Make years perform the work of centuries ; 

With ready ladder portable and light 

Hodge to the rescue climbs the needful height, 

Down, one by one, they crumbling fall, nor long 

By healthful process unrepair'd the wrong. 
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Well-pleased at home reposing you survey 
The tranquil labours of the useful day, 
Pleased that your walk restored paternal woods, 
And help'd Britannia's thunder o'er the floods. 
Hero let the Muse her generous rage express 
At pruning carried to its vile excess ; 
Nursed in the woods, and lawns, her happiest hours 
Pass*d in the shade of Academic bowers. 
In her to praise their beauty, and defend. 
The silvan race should ever find a friend: 
Thus shall the league to mutual good redound 
And bards who merit bays, with bays be crowned : 
In English hedge-rows oft the traveller sees 
Poles ranged in ranks, or polo-resembling trees ; 
No wild-bird's perch the haunt of song is there, 
No whispering branch to woo the summer air. 
But lank unsightly stems, each tufted head 
Just sprouting forth to vouch they are not dead ; 
Outrage on nature ! and perchance more strong 
The plea may prove, unprofitably wrong. 

From these how diflPerent Windsor's forest bowers, 
Or thine, loved Eton, loved from boyhood's hours ! 
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Ah ! still to life the thought a freshness yields 

Of those twin chesnut-parted* Shooting fields. 

Now, when the rivers sink in early spring, 

And children on the shore are gathering 

The refuse wood; you in the noontide sun 

Walk forth observant what the floods have done 

Of change, or harm, if bank or sloping weir 
Have fail'd their long aggressive siege to bear ; 

And every flood brings with it something new, 

Some channel deepened, or some shoal in view. 

Here the bright sand a broader carpet lays, 

That emerald slope a richer green displays. 

The very changes on the pebbly shore 

Can interest those who loved the spot before ! 

Smooth should the waters flow and unconfined, 

With sedgy weed or limber osiers lined, 

But chance-sown trees will oft injurious prove 

Their beauty fatal to the soil they love ; 



* The two principal portions of the Eton play-ground are thus called ; 
on a late, and probably my last visit, I found the chesnut trees reduced 
to three, and these like their brethren apparently destined soon to give 
way to the elm. The change certainly lent the place a more dressy 
appearance, but I could have wished it otherwise. 
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Hence, of old time it was, uncared by man, 

A wayward course the streams divergent ran, 

As though the wood-nymphs to their wild abode 

Ilad woo'd, and won, by turns, the river god ; 

Hence, in mid channel where the salmon swam, 

Deep wimling hollows shelter now the lamb. 

Yet safe departure from this rule is found 
Where the long reach spreads gradually round. 

There in the bend, upon its convex side. 

Some group umbrageous may o'erhang the tide, 

Its beauty greater by the contrast made 

And doubly prized the solitary shade. 

Thus much for rich alluvial soils, the wave 

One day their cradle, and the next their grave ! 

But should your happier fate in part ordain 

That rock-bound rivers guard the fair domain. 

There trees of every shade their hues may blend 

And shapes fantastic o'er the waters bend; 

The time-worn oak with ivy mantled o'er, 

The orl enamour'd of the watery shore. 

Or queen-like throned the stately sycamore ; 

Nor yet so crowded these, that murmuring stream 

But tempt the angler with delusive dream ; 
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Room for the fly considerately made 
The very picturesque itself may aid, 
New vistas open'd of the watery board 
And to the landscape its fair eye restored. 

Such needful care bestow'd on scenes remote 
What nearer home not due of taste and thought ! 
Each change remarked, each casual hint improved, 
Here placed a silvan screen, or there removed ; 
Thus once it chanced upon a summer^s day 
The tempest sweeping with untimely sway, 
An ash between me and the town that stood 
Swung wildly to and fro its leafy wood, 
Till like a picture when the veil you raise. 
The church-tower gleamed on my astonish'd gaze, 
Old Brecknock tower ! that from that very spot 
Admired of old was now a thing forgot ; 
Soon from all lips applauding murmurs ran 
The axe perfecting what the storm began. 

Hark to the whistling wind of March that blows ! 
The whistling wind that dries where'er it goes. 
And to the primrose in the wayside brakes 
In clouds of dust uncourtly wooing makes ; 
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Now, with each opening day, each new-born hour, 

The farm advances in attractive power : 

Some mom a merry voice salutes your ear, 

*^ A lamb, Papa, the shepherd has been here ;' 

Soon others follow, each returning light 

The fields are spangled with new specks of white ; 

Nor void of pleasing interest to partake 

That shepherd's cares, and with light converse break, 

Each mom to hear some new adventure told 

Some comment pass'd upon the teeming fold. 

For oft with midnight lantern forth he goes 

Where drives the sleet, or the fierce tempest blows ; 

Oft in his arms returning homeward bears 

The helpless weakling ; soon his fostering cares 

With the warm ingle's now perpetual fire. 

And cordial-temper'd draught, new life inspire ; 

At morn the children with delight behold 

Their stranger inmate and by turns infold ; 

But chief the infant's joy, ne'er seen before 

Such tidy playmate on the cottage floor. 

With noisy bleatings rings anon the plain. 

From far they hear the slow-approaching wain 
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A well-known sound ; toss'd from its verdant height 

The turnips bounding on the sward alight : 

But these un tasted left in lengthened rows, 

Still hurrying on the crowd impatient goes 

Close to the falling shower, their haste we blame 

Its end defeating, does not man the same ! 

Man, who so often leaves the good in store 

For vain contentions, and the chance of more. 

These left all busy at their savoury fare. 

To the striped fallow let us next repair ; 

There watch the ploughs as with assiduous toil 

They to the sunshine bare the humid soil ; 

While eager rooks a pert procession make, 

Still closely following in the ploughman's wake ; 

These in your woods if domiciled, rejoice. 

Heard day by day their distance-soften'd voice ! 

Nor when the nestlings perch'd on sprays around 

Look forth in wonder on that world of sound, 

With murderous shots allow the vale to ring, 

Or wholesale slaughter mar the face of spring : 

And well their airy gambols will repay 

Your care, their gambols watch'd at close of day, 

c 
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When from the living canopy above 
A sudden twilight deepens o'er the grove, 
When hanuonize the sound, the sight, the hour. 
And the rapt spirit owns its soothing power. 
Oft in our mountain district chanced upon 
With perilous shock abrupt huge boulder stone. 
The ploughman^s dread ; for not all free from fears 
His simple voyage and the helm he steers : 
These when the hasty mark their lair betrays 
Your wedge divides them, and your levers raise ; 
Nor unamusing is the varied chase ! 
Some loosely-bedded you with ease displace 
Hurrying from each to each in joyous mood, 
So fast behind the growing trophies view'd ; 
Others again, of closer grit, require 
The borer's aid, with blast of sulphurous fire ; 
The loud explosion fills the vale, and round 
Admiring rustics scan the blackenM wound, 
Or pleased upon the monster's rugged brows 
Trace the deep furrows of forgotten ploughs. 
These giant masses at some leisure hour 
For various service will afford you power ; 
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Each o'er the other lapp'd, if smooth and wide, 

Of floods a barrier to repel the tide ; 

But rude and shapeless if their granite edge 

Your team shall drag them through the watery sedge, 

And where the tailing stream and pool unite 

Submerged in ambush leave ; at dead of night 

The felon net to clasp with rough embrace, 

And guard from shameless spoil the silver-scaled race. 

Nor less for drains the smaller fragments suit, 
Should stagnant moisture starve the cereal shoot, 
Or, poor exchange for fragrant grasses, breed 
The steril rush, and flock-infecting weed. 
Soon will the mattock's edge the taint have found 
Insidious, though all dry the surface ground. 
And half your labour it repays to view 
Forth-oozing, first in scanty drops and few 
The source of hidden mischief, like a snake 
That long obscure has lain in secret brake ; 
Pleased too, in closing Autumn's boisterous day 
When drenching rains have soak'd th' incumbent clay. 
You watch the stream that forth collective flows 
And cheerful now in the bright sunshine shews, 
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Or ductile led some lower level o'er 

Augments the harvest it impaired before. 

Still, though pursuits like these on every hand 

Enrich, embellish, and enlarge the land, 

Though Ducies' practice vie with Pusey's page, 

And Science nobly aid their generous rage ; 

Small is the fault nor hard to be forgiven 

That some accustom'd nook remain uneven ; 

Some copse unclearM, whose gloom of briers and trees 

In spring is lighted up by primroses, 

Whose warm retreats the timid hare approves 

A thousand songsters warble in whose groves ! 

Better methinks, from foreign realms to buy 

The pittance these few acres would supply, 

Than make the land one broad unvaried farm. 

Little to shelter left, and nought to charm ; 

No niggard portion we may well award 

The sports that cheer us, and the oaks that guard. 

Nor here obtrusive be th' injunction held, 

To spare the silent monuments of Eld ; 

The mould'ring cairn, the storied landmark lost, 

Of Ceres' triumph who but mourns the cost. 
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The ring-dove now his annual visit pays 
Our roof-embowering elm with fruited sprays 
Of ivy garnish'd, all the year beside 
A truant rover in the woodlands wide ; 
At iiillest leisure from the windows seen 
Each varying attitude, and graceful mien, 
Well pleased we mark his purple hues adorn 
That verdant screen, and hear his voice at morn : 
The blackbird too comes forth, and on the green 
Below his golden bill conspicuous seen ; 
More venturous each, as though on man they thought 
The universal change had surely wrought ; 
Nor groundless their conjecture, for the sight 
Of newborn life its weak and helpless plight 
Meets us at every turn ; in all our walks 
Of peace and love an unseen spirit talks. 
Each hour brings forth new beauties, oe'r the stream 
The silvery catkins of the willow gleam ; 
Like maidens clad in purest white, and set 
In rank to dance, the wind their Castanet. 

Some morning now with balm unwonted fraught 
Forth from its jiook your angle rod is brought, 
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The joints well-fitted, line look'd duly o'er, 
And files selected from your ample store ; 
Not this the hour, the gleamy hour, that brings 
That swarm gregarious forth of speckled wings, 
But the uncertain year demands to choose 
The plainest hackles and most sober hues : 
Fresh blows the west wind on your glowing cheek 
As hurrying forth the well-known reach you seek ; 
Adown the mead your eager footsteps strain 
Each boyish transport half-revived again ; 
Nor yet the trout the swifter streams have won, 
But where the earlier shallows feel the sun 
Excursive rove, and in the insect brood 
There first emerging find abundant food : 
Light falls your line before the favouring breeze 
Light as the withered leaf from Autumn trees ; 
And oh ! what joy when some judicious cast 
In the far ripple brings him up at last, 
Whose wont to thin the minnows startled shoal. 
Or bearded locbe gulp gluttonously whole ; 
Less guarded now the treacherous lure he takes 
And wildly flounderiug the wide river shakes. 
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Or downward darts, or high with sudden spring 

Vaults into air ; again the reel must sing ; 

Till moor'd at length beneath your guiding hand 

His broad gills rest upon the level sand ; 

This is the trying moment, now to mar, 

Or make at once the fortune of the war ; 

Your line nor slack'd, nor strain'd, for each extreme 

Were fatal, and while yet in dubious dream 

He lies bewilder'd, with both hands embrace 

And landward lift him from that dangerous place ; 

Victorious then to breathe awhile, and view 

His idle leaps, and gleams of fulgent hue ! 

The risks, the changes such from wild to calm. 

That gain for this o'er every sport the palm. 

Small tasks in spring there are, regard that claim 
Though scarce entitled to improvements' name ; 
Finishing touches, such as poets give 
The verse they dream, too fondly dream, will live ; 
Or as with mute appeal from sculpture's hands 
The all but animated stone demands. 
Yet is the pleasure these impart not small ! 
Presiding neatness lends a charm to all. 
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Neatness, whoso sway in trivial things we prize, 
The jewel's worth not govem'd by its size. 
To edge the turf, that on the river's side 
Projecting roughly, would in summer dried 
And hanging with its ropy fibres down 
Shame the bright sward, unseasonably brown ; 
To fill from refuse heaps of earthy store 
The hollow mead where water lodged before, 
Then on the shining surface rake the seed 
Your hayloft tenders for such passing need ; 
All this may serve until the noontide chime. 
And the trout-rising hour, to while the time. 
Your rod inactive on the greensward laid 
And basket nestling in the alder's shade ; 
Nor tedious now the fair result to bide. 

Such strength have Nature's efforts on your side ! 

« 

Ere long where rushes and where coltsfoot spread 
The beauteous clover blossoms in their stead. 

Thus have we seen appropriate pleasures bring 
The woods in winter, and the streams in spring ! 
These in their turn must to the upland yield, 
The breezy down, and cuckoo-haunted field 



^ 
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Of furze, or broom ; that rich in perftimed breath 

No longer echoes to the sounds of death, 

But shields the sleeping lamb, or when they race 

Its bushes serve for goal and starting place ! 

Happy, to whom an ever fresh delight 

Are those glad play-fellows ; as now they* unite. 

Now at some secret signal of their own 

Are oflf — his mind is of the healthier tone. 

The hare amidst them too will often shew 

Herself by daylight, and the rabbits go 

In very droves ; the while with tell-tale voice 

The screened pheasant doth apart rejoice. 

The birch* it hangs its blossoms forth, and see, 

The husbandman instructed by the tree, 

Of his last barley-field has closed the gate ; 

Henceforth in trust, and patient hope, to wait 

The guerdon of his labours. To your glance 

A gleam of verdure tints the smooth expanse, 

Field after field the soft impression takes, 

The hills it scales, it penetrates the brakes ; 



* The period when the birch comes into leaf is in mountainous districts 
esteemed the most favourable for barley-sowing. 

D 
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Till all reversed the poet's phrase is seen 

Not made " the green, one red,"* but red, one green. 

Still, tho' around with each returning day 
More widely flourish vegetation's sway ; 
A heedful care of coming winter keep. 
In Nature's waking, think of Nature's sleep. 
And wise betimes their due attention yield 
Th' important labours of the turnip field. 
Deep on the furrow be your ploughshare's hold 
Fresh soil upraising to recruit the old ; 
Thus shall the tap-root dive, the side-roots spread. 
With space proportion'd to the fruitful head, 
That fruitiiil head, of famous lantern size, 
Or school-boy's mask eked out with spectral eyes ! 
Yet will the ploughshare have been plied in vain 
If unenrich'd the ample glebe remain ; 
For this, when harvests' joyous task is o'er. 
Shall briery refuse strew the farm-yard floor. 



N 



* This my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine 
Making the green — one red." 

Shakspeare*8 Macbeth, 
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Each toil productive deem'd, each outlay cheap, 

That serves to swell the fertilizing heap ; 

For this, Pern long-hidden stores unfold, 

A safer treasure than her boasted gold. 

Clean as a garden, as a garden fine 

Your fallow made, in drills of even line 

The seed bestow ; then to escape the fly 

Brisk winds and driving showers your best ally ; 

Time by the forelock now observant take, 

The hoe close following in the scuffler's wake : 

Nor yield your task, through all the lengthen'd rows 

Its gaudy blossom while one charlock shews. 

Blithe is the sight, on famed Northumbrian plain 

At morning issuing forth the motley train ! 

By threes, and twos, the buxom lasses ride, 

While jests abound, and mirth on every side ; 

Behind a ploughman here another placed, 

One arm perforce at times around his waist ; 

More tightly clasp'd, if with no casual blow 

Old Blackbird's quarters feel her pointed hoc, 

Or Dragon restive at th' unwonted load 

Throw up his lumb'ring heels, and flounce along the road. 



28 THE ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 

Not inconsistent with a due con^mand, 
Yourself, at times to take the hoe in hand ; 
Haply some rows, less vigorous than the rest, 
Require with pains peculiar to be drest, 
Or parted plants unsightly gaps to fill 
Must sideways fall, and stretch along the drill ; 
This done by snatches as it were, and stealth, 
Not only pleasure will afford but health ! 
Your work with glee the men thereafter shown 
If found perchance superior to their own. 

" All vastly fine this, still," methinks you say, 
** How fares our friend upon a rainy day ! " 
" No risk of danger from the neighbouring poud 
" When the last Chronicle has twice been conn'd !" 
Why, as to this, he shares with other men 
The stock resource of library and pen ; 
A Book-club also, that each month at least 
Brings round afresh its literary feast ; 
From the revolving wheel what prize you draw 
Governed by friend's caprice, and fortune's law ! 
The chances equal, whether you have there a 
Tour to Mount Ararat, or Connamara ; 
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The parcel open'd, that you pounce upon 
The last of Ainsworth, or of Alison. 
Against ennui too, if a Great Unpaid, 
Official duties lend no trifling aid ; 
Sessions of sorts, Elections, it may be 
Of workhouse matron, or of sage M.P. ! 
Juries, both Grand, and Special — these for use, 
Those more a certain halo to diffuse 
Round good Dame Justice and her fatal noose ; 
With Acts of Parliament a copious shower, 
No fear betwixt them of an idle hour. 

June is a joyous month, not least to those 
Whose letter tells us " school next week will close,'* 
The welcome tidings foUow'd by a rout 
Of preparation both indoors, and out ! 
The spaniels bark, the cause they half divine. 
And the trimm'd pony wonders he's so fine ; 
Nor does the roller from the farm convey'd 
The cricket ground to smooth refuse its aid. 
That cricket-ground, into whose service press'd 
Each for young masters' sake must do their best ; 
The portly coachman strive for once to run, 
And plough-boys grin partakers of the fun. 
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All hail ! the game, whose purer pleasures flow 
In social stream, nor spring from others* woe ; 
Whose hits innocuous shame the boxers' trade 
T'avoid, not strike, an adversary made ! 
Long may our Schools on this arena meet. 
Long with all England glorious Kent compete. 
In park baronial, as on village green, 
Th' enjoyment equal, and the strife as keen. 
Give me to view, of all our isle affords, 
The splendid finish of a match at Lords ! 
Such as of late beheld,^ the score on high 
Proclaiming "two to win," and "one to tie," 
When not a whisper 'd sound was heard to fall 
As the last bat awaited Hillyer's baU : 
Changed to no loud ungenerous triumph, when 
That bat with victory crown'd "the Gentlemen." 
Would that each place within our seagirt coast 
Such fair appendage to its state could boast ! 
Where in the summer evenings bat and ball 
Might forth the sturdy population call ; 



* The annual Match between the Gentlemen and Players, at Lords, 

A.l). 1846. 
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The young to practice, and the old to praise, 
Not without memory of by-gone days 
When in the eleven of the town they bore 
Themselves a part, and made that famous score ! 
The habits fostered thus, in danger's hour. 
The kindly feelings, will assert their power ; 
Ocean may fail us, steam uncertain prove. 
But not the bulwark of a people's love. 

Of either harvest, sketched by Milton's pen, 
How to describe the glowing scenes again ! 
Or wake the pastoral reed, like him who spoke 
Those loving words of late to Sumner oak,* 
And while the reapers reapM, upon a mound 
Set that attractive child with poppies crown'd. 
Mine be the humbler joy to call to mind 
Their fair creations ! leisurely reclined 
Where the tann'd haycock, or the golden sheaves 
A seat afford, seat that the workman leaves 
Untouch'd, while round the greedy waggon goes, 
And fast the gleaners on his footsteps close. 
How fresh old scenes return ! of harvest cart 

* The Poet Tennyson. 
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Myself, and nurse, once occupied a part. 
Of which the basket with the reaper's fare. 
Our sole companion, held the larger share ; 
A world of wicker-work ! like that of old 
Wherein the Knight by merry wives was roll'd ; 
But this, nor living freight, nor linen bore. 
Save one white table-cloth the viands o*er ; 
Right through the sultry town we took our way, 
The wall-flowers nodding on the Priory grey. 
And still before my sight that wheat is spread. 
The giant stalks so much above my head ; 
Still does that basket by the green hedge-side 
Platters, and spoons, and cups roll out a tide. 
With beef, and bacon mix'd, a mighl||rtltore. 
The very cabbage unctuous as of yore. 

Far other sound, of different cavalcade, 
Is heard the morn ! a pleasure party made 
To where the Van* its beauteous outline shews ; 
Up Crof-te glen the gay procession goes, 

* Ban, a prominence or what is conspicuous. It is the appellative of 
several monntains, as Ban-uch-deni in Breconshire ; also Bdnau Brych- 
einiog, and the high lands of Tal y Van in Glamorgan. — Owen Pughe^s 
Welsh Dictionary. 

To Dyer, from his residence in Carmarthenshire, the word in this sense 
was familiar. 

** On the mountain's lonely van.". — Gronoar Hill. 
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Ponies from all tho farms collected round, 
Rough shaggy rogues, familiar with the ground ; 
Not without frequent pause, as ever new 
Some glorious prospect opens to the view, 
Of cliff precipitous adown whose breast 
Deep scars indented by the storm imprest. 
Or boldly salient peak ; what hues are there, 
As each red sand-stone giant looms in air. 
Of Nature's citadel as one by one 
The towers stand forth illumined by the sun ! 
Safe on the summit, near that famous well. 
Our bottles cool'd within its rushy cell. 
The social meal is shared, the wine is quaff d, 
The speeches spcften, and the laughter laugh'd ; 
Then home returning in the twUight cool 
With bix)ken ranks, and somewhat less of rule^: 
Appropriate finish to the genial day 
The song, the dance, and music's soothing lay. 

Nor do the lowlands fail, when youth would dream 
Of joy inwoven with some gipsy scheme: 
The abbey mouldering in its sombre dell, 
The roofless halls baronial pomp that toll, 

E 
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While lightly glancing 'ueath their ivy shade 
Fair forms are fairer by the contrast made ; 
The lake, where all too fast the sunbeams set 
As softly sounds the wave-borne clarionet, 
The rocky waterfall, the fairy glen. 
Bright days! how memory lives you o'er again. 
Soon are the mountains scaled in other guise, 
To other music echo's voice replies. 
What time the Twelfth, auspicious mom, comes round. 
And early shots the curtain 'd mists resound. 
Few sights more fair the summer sky beneath 
Your pointers ranging o'er the purple heath ! 
With many a traverse ranging to and fro, 
On the dark ground how bright thei^%olours shew ! 
Like cruising ships their ocean watch who keep 
Off somi tall headland's solitary steep, 
Each white sail glancing o'er the wild abyss 
Now seen, now lost, that board now made, now this. 
And then at noon to rest ! while all around 
The eye no movement meets, the ear no sound. 
Save of the travelling fly that passes on 
And leaves the still more deep where it hath gone. 
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Unrivaird Varteg,* and thou fair Wain- Wen, 

Say shall I view your sister heights again, 

On Cwm-til-lery glen look down once more, 

Another noontide rest by Ffynnon Oer It 

'Tis sweet, when life is waning fast away 

The fond remembrance of its earlier day ! 

Old haunts to visit in the mountains lone, 

And muse upon the past beside the cairn's grey stone. 

Fast speeds the turning year ! but short the pause, 

Ere roused your ardour in a humbler cause. 

The same the gun, the same the pointer team ; 

But ah ! how poor at first the covies seem 

With those compared, the nobler birds that died 

"With broad wing slanting o'er the mountain side. 

Or deep amid the burnished heather fell 

Scarce from its kindred hues discernible. ^ 

Yet these, less brilliant if their plumage shine. 

Redeeming features with the sport combine ; 

♦ " Varteg " and *• Wain-Wen " are two opposite banks no the South 
of the Blorenge. Both words have nearly the same meaning, Var or 
Gwar Teg being the fair ridge or eminence, and "Wain- Wen," the 
white or fair meadow : the view of the glen beneath, as seen from the 
latter hill, is extremely beautiful, especially in the month of August, when 
the hay and corn fields are intermingled, and patches of heather in full 
bloom relieve the dwarf oak on its sides. 

t Anffliol, the Cold Well. 
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For cheerful sounds are heard on every side,] 

And cheerful sights at every turn supplied ! 

The costrel emptied round the loaded wain, 

The troop of gleaners waiting in the lane, 

The rick converging fast, upon it seen 

White moving figures farm-yard elms between ; 

Exchanged anon for the cool orchard shade, 

The aftermath your steps alone invade, 

The scrubby copse, where nuts hang clustering round, 

And glossy black-berries just touch the ground. 

The luncheon then, laid by in thorny brake. 

Or some familiar quarry ledge you take, 

Or fallen oak — to train of pensive thought 

That leads, not ill such casual lesson taught. 

Here, to our theme akin, were mention made 
Of river bath salubrious ; by whose aid 
Bracing the fever'd limbs we better scale 
The mountain steep, or thread the sultry vale. 
Such found of late how perfect! and enjoy'd 
The more, of friendly converse not devoid. 
In Taaf's translucent wave ; the solid rock 
Scoop'd out, and moulded by the torrent's shock 
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Thine hilli I Wvvd t* dtekt «r m ife cmI 
Andsilait aof iiIbbii m tfatjoroipool; 
Then slowlj as «■» ihip ahead doth foife 
Breast the de^ ilieam that sweeps that nairow gorge. 

When withered leares the meDow pears betraj 
That hirk mmotieed on the gatherii^ day. 
When perch'd on sprajs denuded bj the blast 
Odd filberts hang like flags upon a mast, 
When swine are bns7 round the oak-tree roots, 
Bight well the season for improvements suits; 
The fields are clear'd^ the harvest oft has brought 
Some lesson only by experience taught ; 



• This description is taken from a scone on the Taaf, near 81r Olmi'liMi 
Morgan's shooting cottage, Nantddu, BroconsJjiro. 
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And wheat-crops sown, and ploughed the stubble laud, 

Teams from the farm are more at your command. 

To build new homesteads, or new-roof the old. 

To raise afield the hovel, or the fold, 

To form the barrier 'gainst encroaching floods, 

To warp the meadow, or enlarge your woods ; 

For each, for all, this fitting time embrace. 

And help the old hereditary place. 

A debt of love each generation owes. 

One sweet alike to feel, and to impose. 

Young hounds the huntsman now a distance takes 
To wild outlying woods, and mountain brakes ; 
Instructs them there submission due to yield, 
And earn encomiums from a larger field ; 
His joy how great ! their diverse points to learn. 
When first the cub fox shews his brushy stern ; 
And like a thing alive the furze-brake heaves 
Bright forms emerging through its prickly sheaves. 
Nor less the harriers in their humbler bounds 
Gladden the rustic's heart with well-known sounds ! 
In homeliest fashion, but in happiest mood. 
Our by-gone Coverleys the chase pursued ! 
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Deep-month'd and large, of the old Southern breed, 
Their stately hounds possessed no greyhound's speed ; 
Nor mute they ran, bat with re-echoing cry 
Fill'd the wide vale, and all was melody ; 
Near them obserrant of the varying chase 
Their master rode, a hunt, but not a race. 
Pleased if alone, more pleased if friends resort. 
And social converse mingle with the sport. 
Not happiest then, by chance supremely blest. 
Who slipp'd away unnoticed by the rest, 
The hounds, the sport, the triumph, all his own, 
Each doubly valued if enjoy'd alone. 

Of these poetic Somerville has wrote. 
So for description take an anecdote. 
King Charles for Edgecot one October day * 
0*er the Wormleighton hills pursued his way, 

* *' As King Charles the first, marched to Edgecot, near Banbury, on 
the 22nd of October 1642, (the day previous to the battle,) he saw a 
gentleman hunting in the fields, not fiar firom Shuckbuigh, with a 
very good pack of hounds ; upon which, fetching a deep sigh, he asked 
who that gentleman was, that hunted so merrily that morning, when he 
was going to fight for his crown and dignity : and being told that it was 
Richard Shuckburgh, of upper Shuokburgh, he was ordered to be called 
to him, and was by him most graciously received : Upon which he im- 
mediately went home, aroused all his tenants, and the next day attended 
on bint in the field, where he was knighted, and was present at the bat- 
tle. After the taking of Banbury, and his Mtyestyls retreat from these 
parts, he went to his own Seat, and fortified himself on the top of Shuek- 
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His standard newly raised, in dubious cause 

Of right divine, and self-enacted laws ; 

Yet one, whose errors blended with his fate. 

If blame we must, we more commiserate ! 

Just where an opening of the hills began 

Smiled-with expression sad that care-worn man ; 

For like an ever-running river nigh 

Of hounds came up the full melodious cry. 

And soon the pack a turning of the road 

Streaming across the narrow valley show'd ; 

It was a cheerful scene ! some shocks were still 

Outstanding in a corner next the hill, 

And down the sideland field beneath, a swain 

Was homeward leading on his sledge the grain . 

" Whose hounds are these," th' admiring monarch cried, 

' That hunt so merrily the country-side ? 

While for my crown and dignity at stake 

'Tis mine each mom a weary march to make ; 

burgh hill ; here he was soon attacked by some of the parliamentary 
forces, and defended himself till he fell with most of his tenants about 
him : but being taken up and life perceived in him, he was carried away 
prisoner to Henchworth Castle, where he lay a considerable time, and 
was forced to purchase bis liberty at a dear rate/^ 

Charles the second rewarded the son, John Shuckburgh, creating him 
a baronet in 1660. — Howitt, from Dr. Thomas in his Additions to 
Dugdale. 
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Ride D'ArcT, to tod squire; von tee him tliei>e 
Beside that poHazd oak, he will not spare 
To greet iu od oar road ; there aa the bay. 
E'en now he turns to gaze at our arraj.'* 
Not then, as jet, oommnnication plann'd 
On wings electric to penrade the land ; 
The ways were fool, the population thin. 
And news bj stages slow came hnnb'ring in ; 
Nay armies march'd, it did that hour so chance, 
Though near at hand, in mntoal ignorance. 
The morrow's mom. King Charles on Edge-hill height 
His drams and trumpets sounded for the fight ; 
While on the plain below, troop and battalion 
The orange scar&* shone brightly in the sun ; 
With him, in arms, one who the previous day 
Through Edgeoot's peaceful vale had bent his way ; 
And in the sport he loved, his neighbours round, 
Cheer'd with hilarious voice his favorite hound ; 
He had not borne his king forlorn to see 
Unhelp'd in this his sore extremity, 



* The oraDge scarf wa« the badge of the ParliameDtaiianB. 
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H e had not staid conflicting doubts to press 
Against the pleading of that mute distress, 
But in his humbler sphere gave &and and heart 
To act a Grenvill's, and a Falkland's part. 

Thus while the land we search for healthful sports, 
Its crowded gatherings, its lone resorts ! 
And to the rivers grant their honour due, 
Shall Ocean only 'scape the Muse*s view ! 
Ocean, with fondest filial love* imbued, 
With me t' omit were sheer ingratitude. 
For tales, that like the first song of the year 
My boyhood charmed, are still to memory dear ! 
Not least, how famed Sufirein his war-ships five 
Led boldly in, as wasps on crowded hive. 
And broad-sides crash'd, where the soft April day 
Had dawn'd in peace on Porto Praya bay ; 
Amid the throng tho' boarded, not subdued. 
Drifts out to sea unscathed "the Fortitude ;** 



* " The author^s father past the greater part of his life in the naval 
Rervice of the Honourable the East India Company." The action with 
Suffrein was fought Easter Monday, April 16, a.d. 1781. 
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Her cable cut, and by the hand in mine 
That clasp'd, still slowly would that clasp resign, 
Ah ! led by feeling whither have I stray'd, 
And like that luckless bark erratic voyage made ! 
Lo ! where the yachts in fair Southampton bay 
Like swans at rest their snow-white plumes display. 
Till at the signal forth the rivals start 
Each faultless vessel steer'd with nicest art ; 
From royals downward every sail they press. 
The oulv racers that feel no distress! 
Alike to them Norwegian Fiord's tide* 
To stem, while cheers ascend on every side ; 
Or furl their wing-like sails where evening sleeps 
In golden splendour on Byzantine deeps 
That pleasure fleet beheld, we ask no more 
Whose flag the proudest waves on every shore ! 
'Tis there in miniature to view the form 
That o'er the sea- waves leads the battle storm. 



* The Dutch and Norwegian crews could not resist expressing their 
admiration ; and flourishing their caps over their heads while standing in 
the rigging, they gave us three rounds of hearty cheors. — A Yacht Voy- 
age to Norway, by W. A. Rosa. Kscj. 
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Heard in that booming gun the voice that spoke 
When first the line undaunted Rodney broke, 
And from his sphere of duty ITlSlion past 
His noblest signal issued, and his last. 

What now remains the waning year to close, 
The waning year that still fresh beauty shows ? 
The sheriff with his rural cavalcade 
Hath twice his entrance, and his exit, made ; 
Twice through the streets silk gown, and stuff, made sail. 
And twice been clear'd the never empty gaol. 
The annual races, with their annual ball, 
Are pass'd 1 a joyous time, if not for all. 
At least for those who each seductive day 
With tea and cake are bribed* to stay away. 
And wean their infant minds from vicious courses 
By never looking at the running horses : 
Still, in despite this artftil dodge, that fiMws 
Not quite devoid of jockeyship its foes ! 
Still may the race-course flourish, and afford 
Pleasure alike to peasant and to lord ; 
Nor least, to him its wonted treat impart 

* This well-intentioned and effectual mode of diminishing the attend- 
ance on a race course, is practised commonly in country towns. 
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Jogs over Barnes* Pool* bridge whose farmer's cart 
With oak boughs shaded, well remembered scene ! 
In Windsor's glades to gaze upon his Queen. 
Through Evesham's vale no longer heard to swell 
The tuneful challenge of the Hirondelle,t 
In London streets no royal mail displays, 
Its roans the Norwich, or the Bath its greys, 
The Holyhead, whose storied feats adorn her ! 
The Bristol, fastest out of Hyde Park Comer ! J 
Of these bereft, her triumphs of the road, 
To guard the Turf be Britain's care bestow'd ; 
Nor wanting leaders at its head to shine 
Lamented Bentinck, with a worth like thine. 
Still lives the scene ! when from without the cry 
On that lone chamber's§ studious privacy, 
And at the thought the Statesman's eye wax'd dim, 
The though* of " Surplice " first— but not for him, 

* "Barnes' Pool," a creek of the Thames on the high road from 
Salt Hill, and Slough, to Ascot, well known to all Etonians. 

f The Hirondelle, a once celebrated &8t coach between Cheltenham 
and Liverpool. 

X This was thought no small matter in my tchool-boy days ; we of the 
Gloucester line never feeling quite satis6ed at the want of equal dash 
in our own conveyance. 

§ The Library of the House of Commons, see D'lsraeli's Life of Lord 
George Bentinck. 
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Seldom has nobler heart felt duty's strain 
Than when he turned him to his task again, 
And in its dull research essay'd to hide 
The tear that life's now blighted dream supplied. 

Would of the steeple-chase, that hybrid sport, 
With equal favour might the Muse report ! 
But who the fine uncertainty that still 
Governs the chase at reynard's wayward will. 
With nice observance of the leading hound. 
Would change for formal flag-encircled round. 
Or risk ungratefully his generous horse 
For the poor trophies of a haoknied course ! 

Lo ! now forewarned of winter's iron sway 
The birds from Arctic regions wing their way ; 
Safe voyagers the most, some few the seas 
While crossing perch on masts instead of trees, 
Others by lighthouse windows are undone 
And help the larder of the Eddystone : 
Unharm'd by shot the game at Lundy falls. 
And plate glass serves for powder at the Smalls. 
Nor long ere notice stares you in the face 
A fine-grown woodcock kill'd in such a place 1 
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Forgotten joys the paragraph inspires 

And with an emulative ardor fires ; 

Soon from the gully on the mountain side 

Which crimson-berried thorn and birch-trees hide, 

That noiseless wing out-sails, and echoing round 

The lonely hills your double shot resound ; 

Or in the shelter of that mountain wall 

Yon solitary ash beholds his fall, 

Right through the copse in eager haste you press ; 

No Eastern garden like that wilderness ! 

How plainly Nature points to man the road, 
By equal change her gifts on all bestowed b^ 
The shoals that through the Ocean depths repair 
To distant lands, and scatter plenty there ; 
The birds in congregated flocks that fly. 
And change a Northern for a Southern sky. 
This one same lesson teach ; that man was meant 
To aid, not mar, the scheme benevolent. 
Endow with motion all inanimate things, 
And make his sails their substitute for wings. 

Nor less, when nations feel their griefs abound, 
In Nature's book the remedy is found : 
The bees if crowded swarm, the rooks remove, 
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And stretch their colonies from grove to grove. 
Nor let mistaken kindness fondly strive 
To check th' o'erflowing of the human hive ; 
Those grateful swarms, that scattered wide on earth, 
More than repay the land that gives them birth, 
Nor for themselves alone employment find, 
But for the kindred race they leave behind. 
Still had the minstrel lived, whose plaintive lay 
Paints the last sunset of sweet Auburn's* day, 
Who sorrowing saw her exiled train depart. 
And touched a string too eloquent for art ! 
With altertft fdelings had he view'd the fate 
Of orphans now no longer desolate. 
Orphans, by Sidney snatchM from dark despair. 
In Chisholm learnt to prize a mother's care ! 
" Haste," had he cried, " the quivering sails expand. 
Bear them, oh ! bear them, from their father land ; 
Mines unexplored for these their treasure keep. 
With golden sands beyond the Southern deep. 
For these their arms primeval forests spread, 
A thousand prairies wait but for their tread." 

* Goldsmith's DesertaA Village. 



% 



THE ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 49 

Not think their welcome cheerless all, and cold, 
All bleak the prospect they must there behold ! 
For Youth will still her opening powers display, 
Bloom on unchecked, and ripen day by day, 
Hope in the tangled forest smile as fair, 
Love breathe as softly in that foreign air, 
And Happiness her embryo germs expand 
Nursed by the sunbeams of a stranger land ! 
These, still companions of their onward road, 
A soil congenial in each clime bestow'd. 
Plants of eternal growth alike they bloom 
On Scythia's snows, and lone Palmyra's tofp^. 
Nor small the triumph ! that as day by day 
Our country's language owns a wider sway. 
And like the Macedonian's lofty aim 
An undivided world would seem to claim, 
That language worthy of its destined stage 
Speaks nobly forth ; and shrined in many a page 
Asserts for England still her long Augustan age ! 
Yes, still the wanderer sees undimm'd afar 
Moore's glittering light, and Wordsworth's placid star. 
Still gifted Lytton with creative pen 
Gives him to view his Cymrian sires again, 

G 



.«. 



50 THE ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 

On Isca's shore rebuilds the Table Bound, 
And brings lost Arthur back to British ground. 

Seek we our path again, too long astray ! 
Like to those migratory birds their way 
That lose, deluded by the beacon light 
Runs into episode poetic wight ; 
Forgetful of an ordeal he must pass 
If not so brilliant, thicker than plate-glass, 
Your critic's brains, — 'tis for my simile deuced 
Hard, now-a-days they never will be lucid !* 
On Christmas eve once more the bells ring round. 
To either hemisphere a conmion sound, 
A sound that speaks, or will, — ^to every clime. 
Wherever silent it but waits its time ! 
Those bells, our welcome to the news they bring 
Be grateftil joy, the heart's best offering ; 
With strenuous effort made, that all may share 
A cheerful hearth, and season-hallow'd fare. 
For sure, if ever festal season sought 
And won our gratitude, ^is* Christmas ought ! 

* " Csedimur, et totidem plagis consumimus hostem." — Horace. 

" 'tis not too much 
To give the rogues of their own whip a touch." — Free Translation. 

* An allusion to the political events of the year 1848, in which the 
Poem was originally published. 
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When Britain, while around the nations chafe. 
Rides like a noble bark at anchor safe ; 
Her crew intent the frenzied whirl to stay, 
And from destruction rescue all they may ; 
Their true position not misunderstood, 
Nor for the shadow lost the real good. 

Should, through indulgent fate's propitious aid, 
Of English life these homely sketches made 
Or in Canadian wilds, or far Natal, 
Fast-fading memories of the past recal ; 
Or still more distant, where the reaper reaps 
With us while frost-bound vegetation sleeps, 
In Australasia's wide and boundless plain. 
Old thoughts, old feelings, wake to life again ! 
Her*wish'd-for guerdon will the Muse have found, 
Nor idly chased the year through its revolving round 



WILLIAM REES PRINTER, LLANDOVERV. 
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